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as trivial and uninteresting as the remains of
his lunch or the street he was looking on
through the window now. A long stretch of
grey and dusty asphalt with a red Furniture
Depository, labelled with a huge blue enamel
sign, to close the vista. Three dirty children
playing hop-scotch among the cabbage leaves
outside the derelict greengrocer's. The
shutters were barred askew and scribbled
with chalk. Beyond, the newspaper shop and
barber's. Opposite, the high brick wall of an
elementary school. Against the pavement
edge a man with a barrow-load of cherries, a
patch of glistening beauty caught in the
arid waste. On the kerb by his side two
louts holding paper bags, spitting the stones
across the street. He could just see them
hopping, hopping, in the calm and tepid
air.

Had he made a mistake in so cutting himself
off: from his kind ? One needed to be half-
mad even to conceive the idea of revenging
oneself on life. If he had made some real
friends, would things have been different ?
It would only mean a half-dozen Bettingtons
instead of one, a Bettington for dinner as
well as one for tea.

He stared, on out of the open window with